9 


"1 


Thursday,  July  1  - 

How  hard  It  Is  to  realize  that  today  is  July  first  and  that  we  have  been 
on  board  for  over  five  days . 

The  ocean  does  not  impress  me  with  being  wild  and  mighty  and  wonderfully 
deep  as  I  thought  it  would.  Some  way  or  other  everything  is  so  comfortable  and 
so  much  is  done  for  the  pleasure  of  the  passengers  that  one  forgets  all  thought  of 
possible  danger. 

This  being  an  English  boat  makes  it  doubly  interesting  to  me .  I  love  their 
accent  and  their  "different"  sort  of  ways.  At  the  crack  of  dawn  I  had  my  bath  and 
due  to  the  earliness  of  the  hour  was  nicely  snuggled  in  bed  again  when  our  charming 
stewardess  appeared  with  grape  fruit.  One  does  nothing  but  eat  here.  Our  meals 
are  delicious.  To  be  sure  things  taste  very  much  the  same  on  board  but  the  variety 
is  surely  good.  Breakfast  at  eight,  broth  at  eleven,  lunch  at  twelve -thirty,  tea 
at  four,  dinner  at  six.  Every  time  one  turns  around  someone  is  either  lusciously 
enjoying  food  or  turning  green  at  the  thought  of  a  human  meal. 

This  has  been  an  Indolent  day  for  me.  I  have  lounged  in  my  steamer  chair 
constantly,  leaving  it  for  lunch  and  again  for  dinner.  I  just  seemed  tired  enough 
to  enjoy  sleeping  and  reading  without  making  the  least  effort.  The  very  atmosphere 
suggests  utter  rest.  Today  the  wind  has  surely  kept  up  but  the  sky  has  been 
delightfully  clear  and  the  word  "bracing"  was  a  popular  one  in  the  mouths  of  all 
healthy  passengers. 

Among  the  passengers  on  board  are  Mrs.  Roosevelt,  Miss  Ethel,  Archie 
and  Quentin.  They  are  often  all  entirely  human.  Young  Quentin  (  according  to 
the  smoking  room  gossip  )  is  the  only  real  live  sport  on  board.  He  plays  poker 
constantly  with  a  middle  aged  man.  Oh  what  fun  it  is  to  watch  hlm(  not  him 
playing  poker  !  ) .  Both  ,  in  fact  all  the  family  seem  absolutely  unconscious  of 
themselves.  The  daughter  is  a  joy  to  watch  and  the  mother  contentedly  sits  and 
knits,  smiling  in  her  delightful  way. 

The  collection  on  board  is  perfectly  funny.  The  young  lady  of  many  millions 
who  is  out  for  a  husband,  the  young  love  sick  (  ?  )  doctor  who  is  to  meet  his  fiance 
at  Naples  but  who  is  calming  his  troubled  heart  by  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  the 
presence  of  an  engaged  girl  whose  best  beau  is  on  the  way  to  Norway.  They  seem 
wonderfully  happy  in  each  others  company  and  I  have  running  through  my  sympathetic 
veins  a  feeling  of  pity  for  the  maid  at  Naples  and  for  the  man  Norway-bound. 

Then  there  are  the  usual  varieties  of  school-marms  -  Oh  !  What  a  slew  of 
them.  I  can  fancy  them  dishing  up  Europe  daily  to  their  poor  helpless  pupils.  The 
bragging  ladies  who  condescendingly  say  -  "Oh, it  is  your  first  trip  over."  -  and 
you  immediately  feel  from  her  manner  as  though  that  was  a  far  more  worse  offense 
than  stealing  her  diamond  necklace. 


